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on the previous night. Our spirits were
not quite so lively as on that occasion,
and Sanford was not so gay as usual;
for he did not quite see his way out of
the scrape he had got into.
At daylight we reached the village,
now apparently deserted; and here we
met with a wonderful stroke of luck: for
in one of the houses we captured a foolish
fellow, who, after escaping us the day
before, had, thinking the coast was clear,
come back in the night to recover some
things which he had not had the leisure
to pack up before taking his leave.   The
poor fellow's surprise was painful to wit-
ness ; but he soon brightened up when
he was promised his life on condition
that he conducted us to the place where
his comrades had taken refuge.   This he
undertook to do; and, to ensure his fide-
lity, his hands were securely tied toge-
ther, and he was mounted on a stray
pony, the leading  rope of which was
given in charge to a couple of men who
had orders to shoot him if he attempted
to escape.